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"So... Bun E, is that your real name?" The interview drawled scratching his moustache. 

Bun E looked over his shoulder again for the band, feeling cornered. Where the hell were they? Since they 
tended to ignore him he hadn't prepared whatsoever and the camera man was giving him a look like he wanted 
to eat him alive as he fumbled through their questions. 


"Um, no.. What's yours?" 


The other interviewer palmed his face and pulled his hands down it exasperated. "So enough about yourself,” 


their cameraman piped up, "Tell us about your bassist, is he single?" 


"Tommy?" His brows knitted, "I'm not sure.. Can we keep the questions to the music | don't know if | can 


answer what strings Rick uses or Robin's shoe size, we've got a new album. Let's talk about the album." 


"No one wants to hear about that," the interviewer in the sunglasses and stetson waved him away, "What 


about the gossip, the scandal, any juicy secrets about the boys you've been waiting to spill?" 


"Not really.." The three men slumped slightly, already bored with this one. So much for the excitement of 
Cheap Trick this interview was turning out to be an expensive joke. Bun E seemed to notice this disappointment 
and raised a finger as a thought crossed his mind, "Well actually there might be one." 


The long haired interviewer with the moustache leaned forward eagerly, "I KNEW IT! Tell us everything you 


know." 

"Robin checks himself out in the mirror | hear him practicing pick up lines.. they're so cheesy | hope he doesn't 
actually try to use them on anyone- are those space pants because | can see myself in them, it's not how 
that even goes." 

Now the man seemed crestfallen sinking back, muttering to himself. "I do not.. they're cheesy?" 

Bun E hesitated and stared, looking from person to person as they began to seem oddly familiar. "Oh, and Rick 
sometimes sleeps with his guitar. He says it encourages songwriting through osmosis but | just think he has a 
weird separation anxiety. And Tommy, he hides copies of Cosmo and Seventeen inside his magazines sure it 
looks like he's studying Scientific American but there's no way he'd ever read it- still you'd think he'd switch 


out the copy so it doesn't look like he's been reading the same edition for months." 


He looked up at the array of expressions across the men's faces and quietly quipped, "Oh. Did | say something 


wrong?" 


Before anyone could speak the interviewer ripped off his moustache to Bun E's horror yet not his surprise. 
"Ah!" "How could you just say those things about us to somebodyl? | knew we couldn't trust this one, traitor!" 


Robin shouted. 


"Was this... a test?" He frowned as the others discarded their disguises. "What happened to the real interview 


we had scheduled? Did you guys steal a video camera?" 

"Hey hey hey I'm the man with the microphone | ask the questions." 

Rick tucked his sunglasses into his pocket, "Well, maybe. We'd never abandon you like that, it was just a joke." 
“This band is a joke l'm leaving." 


"WAIT! Come back | still need to know if your bassist is single!" Tommy called after him. 


